The T r-tgtJIf “ 

But where to morrow ? well all is one for that ; 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe ; 

T^or. Six orieuen thoufand is their greateft number, 
Ktng. Why,ourbactalhn trebles chat account, 

Bcfidcs that a Kings name is a tower of ftrength, 

Which they vpon the aeiuers party want: 

Vp with my tent there valiant Gentlemen, 
let vs futuey the vantage of the field. 

Call for (bme men of found diredton, 

Lets want no difcipline,make no delay. 

For Lords, to morrow is a bufie day, Exeunt 

Enter Richmtnd with the Lords. 

Rich. The weary Sunne bath made a golden feat. 

And by the bright tracke of his fiery Carre, 

Giues fignail of a goodly day to morrow , 

Where is Sit With am Brandon, he fhail beare my ftanderd, 
The Eatlc of Fembrooke kcepe his regiment. 

Good Captaine Blnnt , beare my good night to him. 

And by the fecond houre in the morning, 

Dcfire the Earle t© fee mein myTent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thougoeft, 

Where is Lord Stanley quarterd, doefl thou know ? 

Blunt. VnlesI haue miftaine his colouts much, 

Which well I am affur’d I haue not done. 

Hisregimcnt lieth halfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the mighty power of the King, 

1 Rich. If without perill icbepoffiblc, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him, 

Asd giuehim from me this moft needfull ferowje. ’ 

Blunt. Vpon my life nay Lord, He vendrtake it. 

Rich. Farewell Good Blunt. 

Giue me feme Inke and paper in my tent. 

He draw the forme and modleof ourbatteli. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our final! ftrength : 

Come let vs ccnfult vpon to morrowes bufineffe. 

Into our tent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter K.mg RichardfNor.Rateliffe, Cattsbji 
King. W hat is a cipcke / 



C/<r. It is fix ofthedockc full fupper time. . . 

Kin?. I will not fup to night, giue me feme Inke and paper, 
What is my Beauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour laid into my tent. 

Cat It is my Leige,and all things are in readmefle, 

Kino. Good Norfolk f hie ‘ hce r ° th y ch "g c » 

Yfc carefull watch, chufetrufticCentmelL 
Nor. I goe my Lord. 

jcWStur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk*' 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesby. 

R<if, My Lord. 

King. Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing, leaft hisfonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night, 

Fill me a boulc of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Lookc that my ftaues be found and not tooheauy Katehjfe. 

Kiwf^Savvdlthou the melancholy I . Northumberland ? 
R*f. 'Thomai the Earle of Surrey , and himlelfe. 

Much like Coekfhut time,ftom troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fouldiers. 

Ktng. fo I am fatisfied, giue me a bouleotwin?, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit, 

Nor deare of mind that I was wont to haue : 

Set it downe , is Inke and paper ready ? 

R<jr, It is my Lord. 

King. Bid my guard watch, Icauc me, 

Ratcliffe about the midft of night come to my tent 
And helpe to arme me , Icaue me I fay . Exit Rat. 

Enter Darby to Richmond in bn tent, 

Dar. Fortune and vi&ory fit one thy helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can aford, 

Be to thy perfen, noble father in laws. 

Till me how fares our noble motnet? i 
Dar. I by atturncy blcffd thee fronfthy motner, 

Who pr'ayes continually for Richmonds gooa 
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